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A BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE BY 

THE DISCOVERER, WHO IS 

ALSO THE EDITOR, 

That "Good Wine needs no Bufli" is a 
good old Englifh proverb, and one that the 
good old Englifh writer who is now under 
notice would have heartily endorfed, for no 
one more frequently ufed proverbs nor more 
often inculcated their ftudy, as may be feen in 
the prefent Tractate, and in another production 
of his publifhed in the fame year. On his great 
literary abilities, both in profe and verfe, and 
his power to bound " from grave to gay, from 
lively to fevere" — it is unneceffary to dilate, 
for they have been acknowledged by compe- 
tent authorities from the time when he firft 
appeared as an author in 1577, till his laft 
dated work in 1637. Indeed, he was never 
more appreciated than at the prefent time, as 



viii A Bibliographical Note. 

is evidenced by the jubilant chorus of Biblio- 
philes and Bibliographers over the acquifition 
of fome of the moft important of his as well 
as of other precious books, from the Lamport 
Hall Library, by the Britiih Mufeum authori- 
ties, and proudly exhibited by them in the 
King's Library there.^ 

This poetical piece by Nicholas Breton, 
a Staffordfhire man, was found by the writer of 
the prefent notice, together with many other 
moft valuable poetical works of the Elizabe- 
than-Jacobean age, in a difufed lumber-room 
at Lamport Hall, Northamptonfhire, the feat 
of Sir Charles E. liham, Bart., the 23rd Sept., 
1867. What made this literary treafure-trove 
more noteworthy and valuable was, that not 
only moft of the books were in as clean and 
perfeSf a ftate as when iffued by the printer, 
but that many of them — ^including fome by 

1 <' Elizabethan Literature at the Britiih Mufeum'' 
is the heading of a highly congratulatory notice on 
the pofleflion of thefe works, in "The Times" of 
Aug. 31, and in ** Notes and Queries" of Sept. 15, 
1894. 
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Breton — had never even been cut open. The 

GREAT GLORY OF THE ISHAM LiBRARY WaS 

the volume containing the hitherto unknown 
edition of Shakespeare's [fo originally fpelled] 
earlieft poem, " Venus and Adonis," dated 
1599, ^^^ ^^^ remarkable colledHon of pieces 
entitled the " Paffionate Pilgrime " — thefe laft 
all fathered upon Shakefpeare without his 
authority — with pieces by {Sir) John Davies 
and Marlowe. This volume was in equally 
fine prefervation, and in the original vellum 
binding, with IWngs. 

The work now under notice was the lafl of 
an anonymous Trilogy 5 arifing out of an attack 
upon Ben Jonson by a clique of envious and 
rancorous poets and a(S):ors, among whom were 
Marston and Dekker, for his di£fcatorial 
and generally fcornful manner towards them. 
The firft of the feries was entitled ''The 
Whipping of the Satyre," by I. W. The 
author is conje<9:ured by the late Dr. Brinfley 
Nicholfon, who beflowed much labour on 
the matter, to have been Wm. Ingram, of 
Cambridge. The fecond, called " The Whip- 
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per of the Satyre, his Pen nance in a White 
Sheete, etc.,*' who is alfo mercileffly attacked, 
is undoubtedly John Marfton ; while the third 
ihows the hand of Breton in every page. 

Breton's work is efpecially valuable. Not 
only does he a<£l as a true peacemaker, but ex- 
hibits his good qualities in various direftions. 
His found praftical fenfe is fhown throughout 
by the ufe he makes of Englifli Proverbs ; and 
his fcathing rebukes of each clafs of contem- 
porary delinquents, and his objeft-leflbns from 
human beings, quadrupeds, birds, fiihes, and 
fpiders, are remarkably happy. But his 

ALLUSIONS TO HIMSELF, HIS EDUCATION, HIS 
LIKES AND DISLIKES, ETC., HAVE ALL THE 
CHARM OF A CANDID AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

C. E. 




f TO ALL GRATIOVS, 

Vertuous, Courteous, Honeft, 

Learnedtand gentle fpirits,that are 

tniely poedcall, & not too fantafticall: 

that will patiently read,indifferently cen- 

fure, andhoncflrly fpcafce ofthe labours 

of thefe wits that meane nothing 

but Tvell,the writer hereof wifh- 

eth all contentmeat, that 

a good conditio maj 




^ Y good friindes , iffuch yie be; 
) if Hat, Gad blejfe me from yei : 
. for the world is fofuU ofiuicked- 
l nejji, that a man can meete with 
Hale goodnejfe : Maye it pleaft 
you to vnderjland^that it was my happe of late, 
pafftng through Paules Church yarde, to looke 
vpon certaine pieces ofPoetrye, where I found 
(that it greeues me to fpeake of)one writer fo 
Ai Jlrangely 



The Epiftle 

Jtraungely inueigh agaivji another ythat many 
Jhalhw witsjioode andlaught at tbeiffolliesk 
NoWyfindinge their labours fo toucht with ill 
tearmsyas befitted not the learned to lay open\ 
I thought good jhauing little to doe^ to write 
vnto all fuch writers y as take pleafure to fee 
their wits plaie with theworldy that theywill 
henceforth y before they fall to worke^ haue in 
minde this good prouer be : Play with iliee;but 
hurt me not : and left with me; but difgrace 
me not; Leq/i that the world this lefi do kind' 
lyfrnother^ Why Jhould one foole he angry with 
an other? Now for my felfe^I protefie that hu- 
mor ofCharitie^that Iwijh tofinde at all their 
handes that fee and will reprooue my folly: for 
lam none of the feauen wife meny and for the 
eighty I knowe not where to feeke him,Beare 
with me thenyifout of the principles of a pain- 
ted cloth Ihauepickt out matter to mooue im- 
patience. And if there be any thing out of that 
poore library ythat may takeplace in any of your 
good likingSyl will honour your good fpirits for 
your kinde acceptations. Buty in anywi/iywhat 
ere you think ygiue me no word of comendation: 
leajlytoo glad of fuch a mifchaunceyl trufi the 

better 



to the Reader. 

better to my euill fortune. Welly in earnejl^ I 
will entreat all good fchollers to heare with 
my lacke of learnings and wife men with my 
lacke ofwitte^andmy creditors with my lacke 
of many. Which ^ though it haue nothing to doe 
in this Treatifcj yet entreaty fometime doeth 
wellwith honejl mindes:which Iwijh^and hope 
of in themy yea^ and all the world that IJhall 
haue to doewithalL Leauing therefore the pa- 
tient to their Paradice^ and the difpleafed to 
their better patience j in my hue to allfchoU 
lers{but chiefly to thofe^that in the ioy of their 
ftudiesjmake vertue their heauen ) IRefi 

Your friend,as Ifinde caufe. 




No whippe. 




^ (daies: 

IS ftrange to fee the humors of thefe 
How firft th^ Satyre bites at imper fe£hios: 
TheEpigrammiftin his quips difplaies 
A wicked courfe in (ha^^^es of corre£kions: 
TheHumorift hee ftnSly makes colledtions 
Of loth'dbehauiours both in youthe and age: 
And makes them plaie their parts vpon a ftage. 



/ 



An other Madcappe in amerry fit, 
For lacke of witte did caft his^ppe at finne: 
And for his labour was well tould of it, 
For too much playing on that merry piniic: 
Forthatallfifhesarenotofonefinne: ^ 
And they that are of cholerick comple£tions, 
Louenpt too plain to reade their imperfecSbion 

Now 
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Now comes another with a new founde vaine: 
And onely falls to reprehenfions: 
Who in a kind of fcoffing chiding ftraine, 
Bringes out I knowe not what in his iriuentions: 
But I will ghefTe the beft of his intentions: 
Hee would that all were well,and fo would I : 
Fooles (huldnot too much (hew their foolery, 



And would to God it had ben fo in deed, 
TheSatyres teeth hadneuer bitten fo: 
The Epigrammift had not had a feede 
Of wicked weedes, among his herbes to fowe, 
Nor one mans humor did not others (howe, 
NorMadcaptiad not (howen his^adnefffuch, 
And that the whipper had not i^rkt fo much. 

For 
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For they wjiofe eyes intj) thaworld doe looke. 
And canuafTe euery crotchet of conceite, 
Whofe wary wittes can hardly be miftooke, 
Who neuer feede their fencieswith deceite, 
Finde this the fruid of euery idle fleight: 
To fhew how enuy doeth her venom fpit, 
Or lacke of wealth doeth fell a little wit. v 



And while they tumble in their tubbes of coine, 
Laugh at their wittes that runhe fo far awry : 
In learning ho wto giue the foole the foine,"^ 
Miftake the warde & wound them felues thereby: 
While only wealth doth kugh at beggery. 

For rowling ftones will neuer gather moiTe, v^ 
And raunging wittes doe often liue by loffe. ^ 

The 
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The Preachers charge is but to chide for finne, 

While Poets fteppes are (hort of fuch a ftate: 

And who an others office enters in. 

May hope of loue,but (halbe fure of hate. 

Tis not a time offences to relate. 

Contentions fooner will begin then end : 
And one may fooner lofe,then keepe a friend. 



Andhe that writes, vnwary of his wordes, 
May haue an ill conftru£hion of the fenfe. 
For fortune euer not the right afFordes^ 
Where will doeth gouerne ouer patience, 
Who doeth not finde it by experience, 

That points and letters often times mifread, 
Endaunger oft the harmelefTe writers head? 

Good 
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Grood writers then, if any fuch yee be, 
in verfe or profe,take well that I doe write: 
I wifli yee all what ere yee heare or fee , 
Hafte not your wits to bring it vnto light: 
Left ere you weet you doe repent your fpight. 
Your friendes ill courfes neuer doe difclofe, 
And make your pens no fwords to hurt yonr foes. 



Spend not your thoughts in fpilling of your wits: 
Nor fpoile your eies,in fpying of offences. 
For howfoeuer you exc^e your fittes, 
They carry (hreud fufpe£t of ill pretences: 
And when you feeke to make your beft defences, 
How euer priuate friends will poorly purfe ye. 
If one doc bleffe yee,fiue to one will curfc ye. 

Some 




s 



^r-,. 4 



-■- ■■'■*■-.' jr ■JiA.'-i- '.'\. •■•■■■* ;•■«■••-• . ;. ■•*. .• 



n 




No whippe. 



Some one will fay, you are too bufie pated. 
An other faies the foole is idle headed: 
An other faies fuch rakehells would be rated: 
An other,fee, how will to wit is wed^led: 
An other ,fure the man is poorely ftedded: 
Hee writ for coine,he knew,nor c^'d not what: 
Butyet take heede,we muft not like of that. 



Meane while perhaps he fits within his Cell, 
And fighes to heare how many defcant on him: 
And for a litle muft his labour fell, 
While fuch as haue the pence, do preie vpon him: 
And he poore foule^in want thus wo begon him, 
Curfeth the time, that euer he was borne. 
To vfe his will to make his wit a fcorne. 
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For let him bragge^and braue it as he lift, 
The Poets is a poore profeffion: 
And often times doeth fall on had I wift, (feiSon: 
When confcience makes of inwarde crimes con- 
And forrow makes the fpirites interceiSon, 
For mercies pardon^to that time milTpent, 
Which was the foule for better feruice lent. 



Yet will I fay that fome,oh all too fe we, 
Doe bend their humors to diuine defires: 
Thofe I confefle^doe in their verfes (hew. 
What vertue, Grace into thofe foules infpires. 
That are inflamed with the heauenly fires: 
Such a good Poet, good if any bee, 
Oiicly in God,wouldGod that I were bee. 



As 



N'o whippe. 



V 



As for thofe fanfies^fi^ons^or fuch fables. 
That (how in lofle of time abufe of wit: 
That neuer look't into thofe holy Tables, 
Where doeth the grace of reafons glory fit: 
And wifedome iindes what is for vertue fit. 
What ere they figure in their dark conftrufti 
They doe but little good in their inftruftions 



No,poets,no: I write to yee in loue, 
Let not the world haue caufe to laugh at vs: 
Let vs our mindes from fuch ill meanes remoi 
As makes good fpirits for to fall out thus: 
Let vs our caufes with more care difcuiTe: (cl 
Not bite,nor claw,nor fcofFe, nor check,n( 
But eche mend one, and ware the fall of p 

Km 
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Cnow'ft thou a foole? then let him leaue his folly, 
3r be fo ftil, and with his humourpafTe. 
IVhat hath thy wit to do with trolly lolly? 
Wuft euery wife man ride vpon an Afle? "^ 
Fake heede thou mak'ft not him a looking glafTe, 
Wherein the world may too apparant fee, 
By blazing him, to finde the foole in thee. 



(f aft thou efpied a knaue? care not to know him, 
Left that thy knowledge get thee little good. 
Orifyou know him,doe not feeke to fliow him: 
Left that your head be fear'd to fit his hoode. ^ 
Such fenfe were better neuer vnderftoode. 
Better to fee a knaue, and not to fee, 
Then to be thought a knaue,as well as hee. 

Knowe 
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Know you a villaine? let him finde his matche: 
And (how not you a Matche a villaines skill: 
A foollfh dogge at euery Curre doeth fnatch, 
Wordes haue no grace in eloquence of ill: 
There is no wreftling with a wicked will: 
Let paiTe the villaine with his villany, 
Make thou thy match with better company. 



Haue you acquaintance with fome wicked quean, 
Giue her good words^and do not blaze her faults: 
Looke in thy foule if it be not vncleane: 
And knowe that Sathan all the world aiTaultes: 
lacob himfelfe before the Aungell haultes: 
Sighe for her finne, but doe not call her whore: 
But learne of Chrift » to bid her finne no more. 

Knowe 
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Know you a drunkeard? loath his drunkennefie: 

But doe not laie it open to his foes: 

Leaft in defcribing his vngodlineflfe, 

You take your felfe too foundly by the nofe: ^ 

Who hurts himfelfe doth giue vnkindely blowes: 

Winke at each faulte & wifh it were amended, 

And thinke it well thaf s with repentance ended. 



^ 



Knowe you a wencher, let his wenche alone, 
Winke at his fault, & age will make him leaue it: 
And though he doe not,tell not lohn of loane. 
For feare that ether you may mifconceaue it. 
Or tone be hurt when tother dothperceiue it : 
Or while youfeeke to make their folly knowne, 
It be a meane to lay abroad your owne. 

B Knowe 
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Knowe you a Mifer? let him be fo ftill, 
And let his fpirites with his metall melt: 
Let him alone to die in his owne ill, 
And feede not you on that which he hath felt: 

m 

Be notyou girded in fo vile a belt: 

Rather praie for him, then fo raile vpon him, 
That all the world may lay their curfes on him. 



Knowe you a Spendthrift fecreatly aduife him. 
But tell not all the worlde of his expence: 
For if fuch kinde of warning yog, deuife him. 
Your courfe male happe to fall on fuch offence. 
As may be put oflFwith an ill defence: ^^ 

For many a man that hath his wits afquint, 
Would frowne to fee his folly put in print. 

Knowe 
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Know you a Gamefter? let him play his game: 
But feeke not you to cheat him of his coyne. 
Nor to the world doe idly tell his name, 
Whofe heedlefie fancie doeth with folly ioyne, "^ 
That cannot fee who doeth his wealth purloine: 
Leaft when you name the chance that loft his 
Helightonyou,& make your noddle ake.(ftake 



Know you a Plotter? ftuddy not his Plots, 
But leaue the bufie, to their bufineflfe : 
Leaft while you winde your wits into fuch knots, ^ 
You doe too late repent your fooliflinefte. 
And while you write of fuch vngodlinefTe, 
Finde ere the lines of halfe your rules bered, 
To write of knaues doth bring a foole to bed. ^^ 

B 2 Know 
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Be not a churle^or yet exceed in cheere. 
^^oldfaft thine owne, paytruely what thouoweft: 
Sell not too cheape,and doe not buy todeare : 
Tell but to few,what fecret ere thou knoweft,(eft : 
And take good heed to whom,& what thou fliew- 
Loue God,thy felf^thy wife,thy childreyfriend, 
Neighbour,and feruant,and fo make an end. 



Beleeue no newes,till they be nine dayes old. 
Nor the too much,although the print approue thS; 
Miftake not droiTe for perfe A Indian gold; (them: 
Nor make friends gods;but as youiindethemyloue 
And as you know them,keepe the,or remooue th& 

Beware of beauty, and affefl: no flutte : ^ 
^/ And ware the worme before ye cracke the nut 

Be 
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Be neither proude, nor enuious, nor vnchafte ; 
Leaft al too late,repentance ouer-take you: ( wafte. 
And take good heede howe you your wealth doe 
Leaft fooles doe fcoffe you, & your friends forfake 
And the the begger by the fhulders (hake you. (you 
Giue vnto all that aske;not askers,all : 
And take heed how you clime,for fear you fell. 



Doe well,be true, backe-bite no man^be iuft; 
The Ducke,the Drake,theOwle,do teach you fo: 
Speake what you thinke ; but no more then you 
Leaft vnawares you make your friend your fo(muft 
Be warie, fayes the Crane; bee wife, the Crowe: 
Be gentle,humble, courteous,meeke, & milde. 
And you ftiall be your mothers blefied childe. 

B 4 Be 
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Be loyally fayes the Lyon,for your life; 
Be firme and conftant, fayes the Elephant: 
The Doue bids you be louing to yoiy wife : 
Be carefull, fayes the Partridge: painefull,the Ant : 
Take heede,fayes Rainarde, of the Sycophant : 
Be wakefuUyfayes the Cocke: Witty, the Conny: 
And fayes the Dog; looke well vnto your monie. 



Haue all the weeke a penne behinde your eare^ 
And weare your (word on Sundayes,tis enough : 
Be not too venturous,nor too full of feare : 
Nor ftand too much vpon a double rufie; 
jEor feare a falling band giue you the^cuffe. 
Know well your horfe before you fall to ride : 
And bid God blefle the Bride-groom & his Bride. 

Be 
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Be merry, fayes the Cuckow: ltifty,the Frog : 
Niinble,the Snaile : the Mag-pye, prouident : 
Be thrifty,fayes the Buzzardr^leanly the Hogge: 
Honeft,tl^Bull: the Pigeon refident : 
The Popingeare doth bid you to be filent : 

Be valiant, fayes the Horfe: fimple,the A fie; 

A better Dictionary neuer was. 



Be gracious,fayes dj^e Kite : gentle,the wafpe: 
Be liberall, the Moile : fober^the Hare : 
S wiftyfayes the Tortoife : vertuous,the Ape: 
Pittifull, the Woolfe : mannerly, the Mare : 
Thankefull the Eagle: bountifull,the Stare : 
Trufty,the lack-daw: faith full,fayes the Hearne: 
What better leflfons then the Birdes doe learne? 

No 
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No further runne,then you may turne gaine. 
And let not will be guider of your wit. 
What peedes a plaifter, where there is no paine ? 
Phyficke is onely for the crazed fit : 
Who is in health^hath not to doe with it 

Take heede of lying lippes, a fwearing tongue. 

For they are odious both in old and young. 



Haft thou a wit and knoweft thou canft do wel, 
Vfe it vnto fome worke of worth in deede. 
For tis no wit, to teach a foole to fpell 
Nothing but foole; when he is learn'd to reed^ 
Better, to teach him Chrifts croflfe be his fpeed. 
And how the holy Ghoft may better guide him. 
Then with conceites of lefts for to deride him. 

It 
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It is a courfe of little charitie. 
To iind out faults^and Jail vpon them fo; 
And tis a wit of fingularitie, 
That perfedl wifedom doth but little fhow: 
Which thinks it giues the foole the ouer-throw, 
And might haue bene farre better exercifed, 
Then in the folly that it hath fuprized. '^' 



Tis womens left to wrangle for a word, 
And what thinke women then of wrangling men 
Let fuch fond quarrels be put vnder boord, x^ 
As doe but fpring out of an idle penne. 
Oh, trouble not the fowle within the fenne* ' 
The fame of learning neuer was worfe grac't> 
Then where one foole an other hath defac't. 

But 



/ 



-^ 



y 




No whippe. 



But,art thou learned ? looke into thy booke, 
And thou (halt find thy fancy is abuf d, 
Which hath thy hope of happy prayfe miftooke; 
And done a fault that cannot be excufd : 
For Wifedome neuer fuch an humour vPd. 
To fhooteat fhame, the aime was to farre off, 
To beat downe (Inne^to ierke it with a fcoffe. 



Hawkes hoods, & bels are notfor Scholers^ftudy 



V 



They haue no argument for wo,ho,ho : / 
Their fpirits fhouldnot^tbinkon things fo muddy, 
Where D uckes lie dibbling in the lakes below : 
But on the grounds, where j^eeter graces grow. 

And though a fault be fcufed with a ieft : 

A ieft is but a folly at the beft. 

Let 
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Let all good Scbollers winde their wits away. 
From fuch ill following of their idle wils; 
Leaft when they fee their &ults another day, 
They doe repent them of their little skils, 
Where lackeofGrace,a wittie fpirit fpils. 

For drinkeis poifon that is drunke in quaffing; 

And wit but folly^that fets fooles a laughing. 



Beleeue mentis a kind of fport to fome 
That loue no wit; becaufe of ignorance : 
When warres begin,to ftrike a wodden drum. 
When vertuous fpirits fall at variance : 
About the treading of a Moris-dance. 

But what more fpight can be to a good wit. 
Then fee a foole to (land and laugh at it? 



But 
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But, who will laugh fo quickly as the foole? 
Although he know not well at what indeede: 
But who hath liu'd in any learned Schoole, 
Would leaue a line for any afle to reede; ^ 
£xcept(alas)he were conftrain'd for neede, 
As many are,God knowes(the more the pitty) 
That were they wealthy, would be far more witty. 



Sigh then for fuch,to fee their fory cafes, 
That muft fuch treafure for fuch trafh, go fell: 
Anddoe.notfall to grieue them with difgraces, 
Thatin theiriowles doe fo with forrowdwell, 
Asintheirheartsismorethanhalfeahell, 
To beat theit braines but for a little gaines, 
And,or be curft, or fcoft at for their paines. 



But 
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But if there be fome nimble witttedSir, 
That loues to play with euery one he fees: 
And hath a fport to make a (linking ftir 
With buzzing verfes, like to Humble Bees: > 
I wifh fuch pride were plucked on his knees, 
To make him know twere better to be quiet, 
Then with his wits to runne fo farre at riot. 



But for my felfe, I know not any fuch: 
Becaufe, perhaps,! haue not read their writings: 
Or els, I doubt they are too deepe a tuch, ^"-' 
For thefhortreach of my poore^oughts inditings, 
That could not roue at their conceiptsdelightings. 

How ere it be,I know I doe not know them; 

And therefor e care not who do ouerthrow them. 

But 
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But for my felfe, wh^ euer I haue writ; 

And for poore Mad-cap J dare fweare as much ; 

In all the compafie of a little wit, 

It meant no one particular to touch. ^ 

But for one fbould not at another grutch; 

^s the clouds thickend,and the raine did &11, 
v^ He caft his Cap, at finne in generall. 



Indeed, tis true, he caft his Cap at (inne; 
And would to God that all the world did fo : 
Then doe I hope our fpirits fhould begin, 
Our wit,and fenfes better to beftow. 
Then one to feeke anothers ouer-throw. 
But pardon him for what is paft before, 
And he hath done for cappi|ig any more. 



And 
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And for my felfe, good brother,by your leaue, 
I will not now difpute an Argument 
Of what I would, nor what I could conceiue, 
Norwhatmaybedifcretions detriment, 
In fhewing of a wittie excrement: 

But I will wifh all Scholersfhouldbe friends. 
And Poets not to brawle for puddings ends. ^ 



I am not worthy to be heard to fpeake 
^ Emong the wife, what they fhould haue to doe: 
But if there Hue a wit that be too weake, 
Aduifed care to bring his will vnto: 
Oh, with good words let me his fpirit wooe, 
That he will now but onely ftudie^r^. 
Let nos be mbis^ and the contra goe. 

C So 
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So (hall our Mufes fweeteft mufique make. 
When gradous fpirits doe agree in one : 
And euery foole may not example take 
At our vnnaturall diiTendon : 
Let euery AiTe goe by himfelfe alone : 

And let vs feeme as though we knewe them not. 
Since no more good is by them to be got 



Tell not a Souldier of his bloodie fword. 
Nor yet the Sailer of his life at fea : . 

Nor tell the Courdcr of his knife aboord. 
Nor tel the Lawier of his gaineful plea : 
Nor tell the loUer of his little flea: ^ 

Let them alone, and trouble none of them : 
v/ A fecrec hum is better then a hem. 



If 
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If you will needes be merry with your wits. 
Take heede of names, and figuring of natures: 
t-^nd tell how neere the goofe the gander (its: 
Of Hob and Sib^ and of fuch filly creatures: 
Of Croydon fanguine and of home made features: 
But skorne themnot^for they are honefl people, 
Although perhaps theyneuer faw Paules fleeple. 



But,if you could,you fhoulddoe better much, 
To bend your fludie to a better end, 
And neither one nor other feeme totuch: 
But in fuch forte, as may befeeme a friend: 
And doe i^ more your fpirits idly fpend 
With ierking, biting, skoffing and fuch humors 
As fill the world too full of wicked rumors. 

C 2 Bring 
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Bring in no Verfes for Authorities: 
As in prefentiy and leaue out the Ri 
Tis fit for Babes in their minorities, 
Emong their formes, to fall atfuch a iarre. 
Necke verfes are for theeues but at the Barre. 
God blefle vs man from euer comming there: 
A gulitie heart can fcarcely reade for feare« 



Bacchus 2Lnd Ceres were the Gods below: 
And there fhall be, and neuer come aboue. 
And Claret wine will quicken wit I trowe: 
By the Redde Croffe, I fweare, it is to prouc : 
But, what ihould Scholers, wine and fugar moue, 

To bring in fo AppoUo and virorum ? 

When wife men fmile at hcrum harum horum. 

But, 




No whippe. 



But,pardon me^if that I fpeake falfe Latine 
For lacke of learning: I no fcholer am: 
My mafters gowne deferues no face of Satine: 
I neuer to degree of Mafter came: 
But,where fmallearning might attaine the fame: 
And for a verfe in Latine,let me fee: 
Alas,they haue too many feete for mee. 



But, let me loue that language yet of olde. 
For Ergoi fake, that many a time deluded 
My troobled harte,that knpwe not what to holde 
Should be vpon the confequence concluded, 
While many a Placet for his place entruded: 
Vntill the Bell bad breake vp fchoole^and then 
Sufficient,made,a world of propre men. 

C3 And 
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And I among them^ot the leaft contented 
To fee both Maior,and the Minor ceafe. 
Full manya time my haftie will repented, 
When I haue wifht a Placet hold his peace: 
Whofe Sophyftrie would fo my feare increafe. 
That to be fhort,my learning was fo little, 
As I may write my,Titlein a tittle. 



, Looke not therefore for arguments of Arte: 
^ But from the painted cloth vpon the wall. 
What Ihaue learn'd I kindely doe imparte. 
Hoping to purchafe no ill will at all: 
Becaufe^fo rudely to my worke I fall. 
Such weakeneiTe my poore wits are come vnto. 
That beaftsy& birds,muft teach me what to do. 

My 
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My Librarie is but experience: 
The Authors, Men,that in my notes I finde: 
My notesythe natures of fuch difference,. 
As may defcry each other in their kinde: 
Where^if my wit and fenfes be not blinde, 
I doe perceiue in too much ill defarte: 
Pride in a Scholer, makes a foole by Arte. 



Blame me not then, if that I iudge amiiTe: 
The Sunne and Moone are my Aftronomie: ^"^ 
When you beholde where all my cunning is, 
Charge not fimplicide with villany: 
It were enough to breede an Agony ^ 
In many a man: but truely not in me, 
That make no care, what ere your cenfure be. 

C4 If 
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If it be good, I thanke you for good will: 
If contrarie, fo contrarie come to you. 
I fit be well, I can not take it ill: 
If otherwife, the like good may it doe you. 
I f kindely then^as kindly let me wooe you 

To leaue fuch ierkings,leafttheyfmart too fore. 

Loue me as I doe you, I askeno more. 



But yet, me thinkes, I fee you fmile at mee,(ding: 
As though my Rules were fcarcely worth the rea- 
And that a filly painted cloath ihould be 
The Librarie of all my learnings breeding: 
And that my wits had need of too much weeding* 

Oh what a burthen muft my patience cary? 

The Alehoufe is the Afles Di&ionary. 

But 
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But for the Alehoufe and the Painted Cloth, 
If ought I iinde there, that be worth the noting : 
Laying afide the filthy dronken froth : 
What good I fee, I will not skippe the coating. 
A good Redde Herring maybe worth the blodng. 
Better a good wit in an Alehoufe fit. 
Then finde an Alehoufe in an idle wit. 



So much in honour of my homely booke : 
Wherein the Birds and beafts fo wifely fpeake: 
And fo much for the notes from them I tooke. 
To helpe fuch wits as will hath made too weake. 
Into the bounds of blefled thoughts to breake. 
Now,for the natures of thofenotes,you fee 
What caufe you haue to thinke amiiTe of me. 



I 
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I will not meddle with S^a Maribus^ 
The Propria will trouble me too much : 
Nor yet, ^i mihi Difcipulus : 
Except I knew mymafterfhip were fuch, 
As fomewhat might a gratious Scholer tuch. 

Noy I will let the Latine lines alone ; 

And fpeake a few more £nglifh,and be gone. 



Let all good wits, if any good there be ; 
Leaue truffing, and vntruffing of their points, 
Andheare thus much(although not learne)of me* 
The fpirits,that the Oyle of Grace annoyntes. 
Will keepe their fenfes in thofe facred ioynts. 
That each true-learned, Chriftian-harted bro- 
Will be vnwilling to offend another. (ther 

And 
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And To would I; for if in truthe, I knewe 
(Although it were full much againft my will) 
I (hould offend but any one of you. 
That might conceiue iuft caufe to wifh me ill: 
I would throwe downe my Inke,& break my quill. 
Ere I would write one word to fuch anende, 
As might but gaine a foe,or lofe a friende. 



In kindeneiTe then let me entreate you this: 
If that yourleafureferueyou,looke it ouer: 
And what you finde that you may take amiiTe, 
Let my confeffion of fmall learning couer, 
Let euery Poet be each others louer. 

Let vs note follies, and be warned by them : 
But not in writing,to the world defcry them. 



It 
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It is a plot among pernicious braines. 
To breede a brawle twixt better natur'd wits. 
By foothing finne with humour of difdaines, 
Vntill they fall into fome raging fits. 
Wherein the fruite but of Repentance fits: 
But let them liflen to thofe tongues that lift. 
Let vsnot labour for a Had I wifl. 



For, fome will fay that Arte is ill beflow'd 
On him that knowes not how' to vfe it well. 
And he fometime may finde his wits befhrow*d, 
That reades his lefTonere he learne to fpell: 
Marke but the truthe,the painted cloath doth tell; 
Who laies to much vpon his wits at once. 
May happe to prooue an Ideot for the nonce. 

Sound 
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Sound a mans minde before you fhew his meaning: 
For feare repentance come an houre too late. 
Barre nor the beggers from their merry gleaning: 
Except the Land-lord bid you keepe the gate: 
And where you may haue loue,hunt not for hate. 
Let Poets drinke of /////V^nx faire fountaine, 
But bring no Mice out of a fwelling mountaine. 



Let Noddies go to cufFes for bloudie nofes: 
Let vs but laugh to fee their lack of reafon: 
Leaue them their weedes, and let vs gather Rofes, 
And reap our wheat^while they do pick on peafon. 
Let vs hate lies^ingratitude, and treafon. 

And with our friends in fond conceipts to ftriue. 
And we (hall be the blefled'ft men aliue. 

If 
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If that a minde be full of miferyi 

What villany is it to vcxe it more? 

And if a wench doe treade her (hooe awry, 

VVhathoneft heart will turne her out of dore? 

Oh,if our Suites were all vpon the skore: 
What man To holy,but would be afhamed. 
To heare himfelfe vpon the Schedule named? 



Let vs then leaue our biting kinde of verfes: 
They are too bitter for a gentle tafte. 
Sharpe pointed fpeach fo neare the fpirit pearces. 
As growes to rankle ere the poifon wafte. 
But let all be forgotten that is paft : 

And let vs all agree in one in this; 

Let God alone to mend what is amifle. 

But 
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But if we needes will try our wits to write, 
And ftriue to mount our Mufes to the height, 
Oh let vs labour for that heauenly light, 
That may direSvsinourpaiTageftreight: 
Where humble wits may holy will awaite; 
And there to finde that worke to write & reede, 
That may be worth the looking on indeede* 



To (hewe the life of vnitie in loue. 
Where neuer difcord doth the mudque marre: 
But, in the bleffing of the foules behoue. 
To fee the light of that faire fhining ftarre, 
Which (hews the day that neuer night can marre: 
But in the brightneiTe of eternall glory, 
How loue and life doe make a blefTed ftory. 

If 
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If we be toucht with forrow of our finnes, 
ExpreiTe our paffions as the Pfalmift did: 
And fhew how mercy,hopes reliefe beginneS) 
Where geateft harmes are in repentance hid: 
When Grace in Mercy doth defpaire forbid: 
And fingof him, and of his glory fuch. 
Who hateth finne^yet will forgiue fo much. 



And let our hymnes be Angell harmonie, 
Where Halleluiah makes the heauens to ring: 
And make a confortof fuch companie, 
As make the Quire but to their holy King: 
This,this, I fay, would be a bleiTed thing: 

When all the world might ioy to heare and fee 

How Poets, in fuch Poetry agree. 

For 




J^o whippe. 



For who can make an Ape to leaue his tnowes, 
Although he call him twentie times an Ape? 
And who can ftop the cawing of the Crowes, 
Although he tell them of their carrion gape f 
And if the coUicke chance to breed a fcape, 
But hold your nofe the (ent will quickly die : 
Then cry not foh^but let the fih goe by. 



-'•/• 



A MaftifFe dog will neuer make a Spaniell : 
Then let the Curre alone to (hew his kinde. 
A horfe-mans faddle is no market paniell. 
To wafih a Moore is worke againft the winde. 
Thofe blinking wits do (how their wils too blind^ 
That finding faultes fo roughly fall vpon them, 
To think to mend them with their railing on them 

D The 



v^ 




No whippe. 



The deuill is a knaue, who knowes it not ? 
And who but God,can put downe all his power? 
And how muft God his gracious loue be got ? 
But all by prayer euery day and houre; 
While teares of forrow make a blefied (howre: 

And humble faith doth but to mercy die. 

In hearty prayer^notin Poetry. 



Yet fay I not,but Poets well may pray; 

And praying Poets doe moft fweetly fing. 

For proofe, oiDauid fee what trueth may fay; 

A praying Poet, and a blefied King: 

Whofe verfes all did from fuch vertues fpring, 
As left the loue of learned trueth to try, 
Howe prayer fhewes the princely Poetry. 



Let 
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Let vs all Poets then agree together, 

To run from hell, and fained Helicon\ 

And looke at heauen, and humbly hie vs thither, 

Where Graces (hall be let in,euery one. 

To fing a part in Glories vnion; 

And there to fettle all our foules defire. 

To heare the muflcke of that heauenly Quire. 



Let 0«/V,with Narcijfus idle tale, 
Weare out his wits with figuratiue fables. 
Old idle Hiftories grow to be fo ftale, (tables. 

That clownes almoft haue bard them from their 
And Phabus^ with his horfes,and his ftables: 
Leaue them to babies: make a better choife 
Of fweeter matter for the foules reioyce. 
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Who toucheth pitch and tarre cannot be cleane. 

A wilful! wit doth worke it felfe much woe. 

In euery courfe ds good to keepe a meane : 

And being well,to liue contented fo. 

The fofteft walkers doe moft fafely goe. 
Haft maketh waft:and wits that run aftray, 
Make had I wift>to make fooles holy-day. 



Be quiet then,I fay^be quiet, Wagges : 
And haue no more with nothing worth to doe : 
While other angle for the golden bagges, 
We feeke out toies^to fet our wits vnto : 
But let vs leaue the Cobbler to his {hooe. 
And let the foole, himfelfe with folly flatter: 
And bend our ftudies vnto better matten 



No 
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No: this is not a world for fimple wits, 
That can not looke a mile aboue the Moone : 
Nor rofte their (parrowes but on wodden fpits : 
Nor make a morning of an after-noone : 
Nor watch a bleffing when there fals a Boone : 

No,no: it is no world for weake conceit. 

The Deuil is too cunning in deceit. 



A filly honeft creature may do well, 
To watch a cockefhoote or a limed bu(h : 
For many a SchoUer happly learnes to fpell. 
That can not put together worth a rufli; 
Yet let a Poet at fuch humors hufh: 
His will (hould be about fbme other worke, 
Then where the Adder in thegrafle doth lurke. 
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And fince my felfe haue marched in that ranke. 
Where Mercury commanded Pfl'/faj Traine, 
And fpent my fpirits in my thoughts,as franke 
As he that thought he had a better vaine : 
I muft confeiTe^what idle humours gaine; 
A frumpe,a frowne,a foyle,or els a feare : 
V V hen wil doth write that reafon cannot beare. 



No,truely no : this world is not for me. 

I will no longerbe fantafticall; 

But winke at folly, when the foole I fee : 

That in his gefture is fo finicall, 

As if his fpirit were Poeticall : 

And thinke it better weare my wits at Schoole, 
Then fpoyle my wits in painting of a foole. 

Vpon 
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Vpon the painted doth, the Nightingale 
Did bid me heare,and fee^and fay the beft. 
The Tea Mew fayes it is a cruel gale, 
That driues the Swallow cleane out of her neft. 
Why,fimple nofes now can bide no ieft: 
And Poets,that are open in Inue6liues, 
Doe often fall vpon too much defe£tiues. 



Beleeue me\)rother,tis as thou doeft write; 
Poets (hould wright by heauenly infpiration: 
But he that is poffefled with defpight, 
Shewes but a wicked kinde of inftigation; 
To thinke by fcofFes to make a reformation. 
No,let vs all goe backe to vertues Schooles, 
And let the world alone to bring vp fooles. 
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I haue bene vaine as any man aliue: 
But would be vertuous now,if I knew how : 
And euery day,and houre^and minute ftriue 
My wicked heart to better grace to bow* 
Then let me fay^as to my felfe, to you; 
Let vs leaue all our idle imperfe^ons. 
And ftudy vertue^for our liues dire6lions : 



Let vs ferue God,in word,and deed> and thought; 
And by our filence make our quarrels ceafe: 
And learne thofe lefTons that true loue hath taught. 
Where concord doth a blefTed world encreafe. 
And (peake of Peace,or let vs hold our peace. 
For words, or deeds, or thoughts of ftrife are e- 
And are but inftigations of the Deuill. (uill. 

It 
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It is a (hame to (hun the way of Grace> 
And run our wits a gathering after wool; 
And finde the haire (b courfe in euery place. 
As makes a wood-cocke proue himfelfe a Gull, 
That hath no better braines within his fcull. 
Then to beftow his time in idle trifles. 
With penningnotes to fill the world with nifles . 



For God (ake let vs then our follies leaue, 
And not lay open one anothers ill; 
But in our confcience learne for to conceiue, 
How heedlefTe wit may be abuPd by will. 
And haue a care fo well to vfe our skill. 
We may be loued for our learned lines. 
Where gracious (pirits Poets make Diuines* 

And 
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And for my felfe, I tneane the Ice to breake, 

Vnto the pafTage of that Paradice; 

VV here rauiflit Grace mayof that Glory fpeake, 

Where mercy liues,and comfort neuer dyes, 

And the beft praife of any Poet lies ; 
Or at the leaft if any went before, 
Follow that liiie,ami loue the world no more. 



What right bred wits, will haue to doe with blind 
Efpecially blind beggers and their boyes ? ( men, 
Theythathaueiudgement,howindeedtofindmen 
VVil thinkfuch younkers but hobberdie-hoyes. 
That ply their wits vnto fuch paltrie toyes : 
Or els to ihew that he hath learn'd in part, 
To rob the blindeman of his beggers art. 

If 
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If it be fo, and meane to keepe a Schoole 
To bring vp boyes vnto the beggers crafte. 
To take a thre{holde,for his cufhen-ftoole. 
To knaue a cruft,and drinke a forry draft. 
Let him goe fleepe when he hath foundly quaft. 
And fhrugge himfelfe vnder fome forry tree, 
And/mong the beggers,mafter begger be* 



But then me thinkes he fhould fet out his table; 
All ye that feeke to haue your children taught, 
To play the begger how he maybe able, 
V V hen that his eye- fight groweth old^br naught : 
Aske for the man that hath the Cony caught. 
And d welleth, where the matter is not great : 
And you fhall haue them boorded without meate. 

But 
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But tis no matter : men that haue a name, 
Neede make no table; they are knowen fo well. 
And the blinde Begger hath fo great a fame, 
As of his trickes can euery high-way telL 
And fince for begging he doth beare the bell, 
Let him keepe Schoole; and learne of him that 
The ftockswil kindly fithim for his skill, (will: 



But for I doubt,fome men of good profeffion, 
Will take exceptions at my table-writing: 
To honeft mindes I make my hearts confeffion; 
My foule is free from vertuous fpirits fpighting : 
Not one of them is in my thoughts endighting. 
I rather wi(h,God blefTe them and their Arts, 
And let the blind men play the Beggers parts. 

For 



/ 
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For all good Poets will cry out vpon him, 
That falles to blindenes and to beggery : 
And in his wits^be fo farre woe-begon him, 
That in an humour,of bafe trumpery, 
The world may fee, in idle foolery, 

A Ballad-maker would haue bene a Poet: 
But hat he knew not in what point to (hew it. 



Thus will the world be defcanting on writers, 
When theyfhall read their ouer-rude defcriptions, 
And fay that fpirits which are growen fuch fpigh- 
Shuldbetterlearnedbeinlouesprefcriptions;(ters 
Then goe about fo with their circumfcriptions : 
That wits of worth,that know their foolery, 
Doe call it Pot-rie, and not Poetrie. 

And 
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And what haue we to doe with pilgrimage, 
To walke bare witted to S. Dunces well? 
A Grammer Scholer but often yeeres age, 
That fcarfe hath learn'd his Latine lines to (pell, 
Will foone by heart, a better ftory tell: 
And fay, fuch Poets as their wits fo tofTe, 
Make all their walkes by little witttam crofTe. 



For let the world imagine what it lift. 
And idle wits deceiue themfelues with toyes : 
Thofe hammeringheads that br eedbut HadI wift. 
Are all to &rre from thofe afTured ioyes, 
VVhereheauenlycomfortkils al earths annoyes. 
No,no: tis onely Vnitie and Peace, 
That makes all bleffings profper and encreafe. 

Oh, 
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Oh Poets, turne the humour of your braines, 
Vnto fome heauenly Mufe, or meditation; 
And let your fpirits there imploy your paines, 
Where neuer weary,needs no recreation, 
While God doth blefTe each gracious cogitation. 
For proud comparifons are alwayes odious: 
But humble Mufes muficke is melodious. 



.-^3 



Thenlearne to fing,and leauetolearne tobraule. 
It is vnfitting to a fine conceit, 
From vertues care,to vaine effedls to fall, 
Where careleffe words doe carry little weight. 
While fancie angles but with follies baite: 
V Vhich,hanging but a Gudgin on the hooke, 
May figh to fee, what idle paines he tooke. 

No, 



